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!h IICIDE HOUSE 

By John Martin 



WHEN JED WOLDER woke up be 
smiled. 

Maybe murder wasn't a thing to smile at, 
but Jed had been thinking about it for a long 
time. You get used to living with murderous 
thoughts. You explore all their possibilities. 

This happened one evening to Jed when, 
nodding over the fire. The idea of the perfect 
crime suddenly occurred to him. It was ir- 
resistible. He was like a child with a new toy. 

Jed had sat up late, thinking it over. He had 
settled the method of murder in his mind. 
But should he attempt it? The idea that he 
shouldn't, he dismissed as ridiculous. Not to 
murder Seth Hawkins was to deprive himself 
of half the pleasure left in life. Of all the 
people he knew, Seth alone deserved a slow, 
painful end. In fact, Jed had turned over 
some slow, painful endings for Seth until he 
realized that murder must be quick to be safe. 

To Jed, Seth Hawkins was a kind of destroy- 
ing devil, a nemesis who had to be eliminated. 
First, many years ago, Seth had stolen Jed's 
girl and married her. Then followed years of 
double-dealing. Both of them were farmers, 
with adjoining land. And Seth was forever 
claiming that this or that parcel of Jed's land 
was really his. Not only claiming it, in fact, 
but getting it through the courts. And then 
came the final blow, years after Seth had be- 
come a widower. Jed applied for a loan at the 
bank, and Seth had used all his influence to 
prevent the bank from granting Jed an ex- 
tension of his mortgage. Jed knew that Seth 
just wanted to rile him because now with 
Seth's wife dead, Seth didn't have anything 
he could use to show he was superior to Jed. 

Rising, Jed looked out over his barren fields. 
Crops had been bad. He needed money to' carry 
him over to the spring. But because Seth lived, 
he wouldn't get it. But if Seth were dead, the 
hanker, who listened to his advice, might 
change his mind. 

Murdering Seth would be simple. 
He'd walk barefoot upstream in the creek 
that wound through both his and Seth's prop- 
erty and which passed within a hundred feet 
of Seth's farm buildings. Then, after shoot- 
ing Seth, he'd return, climb out of the creek, 
resume his shoes and walk off. Not even a 
oould follow that trail. And a* 




for the murder weapon, why he was going to 
use an old one no one knew he had. When he'd 
finished with it, he'd burn the stock and drive 
the barrel into the bottom of the stream. No 
one would think of looking for a weapon 
driven straight down into a creek bed. 

The morning was fine as he started out. He 
was well equipped against the chilly air, 
though he shivered a little at the prospect of 
doffing his shoes and getting into the cold 
creek. 

It would be a half-hour walk upcreek to 
Seth's. But he'd arrive in time. He knew Seth's 
choring hours. He'd be just in time for Seth 
to feed the pigs. And the pigpen was in plain 
view from the creek. 

Jed reached the sparkling little creek, took 
his shoes off and rolled up his pants legs. He 
hid the shoes under a tree and started off. The 
water, he found, was warmer than the sur- 
rounding air. The creek bottom was firm sand, 
making walking easy. 

The sides of the creek were lined with 
overhanging trees. Good cover, he thought, 
as he approached Seth's house. Now he moved 
more stealthily, his rifle ready. 

Suddenly he was in sight of his goal. 

Jed moved up the middle of the creek and 
peered through the thick foliage toward Seth's 
house. Seth was out in the pigyard feeding his 
porkers. His old gfeen sweater bobbed up and 
down as he alternately stooped toward the pail 
of pig swill and tossed handfulls of it to his 
pigs. 

Jed raised his rifle and aimed carefully. Ex- 
citement ran through him like wine, but his 
hand was steady. 

Jed aimed at the back of Seth's liead. It 
wasn't easy to get a bead on Seth's head be- 
cause it was in motion. But Jed's one open eye 
carefully followed the bowing body. His finger 
tightened on the trigger . . . 

There was a blast of the death gun. Then 
Jed saw Seth snap upward and reel back. Jed 
pumped his hammer into position and cooly 
fired again, just to make sure. 

Seth dropped like a sack of grain. The pigs 
squealed, hungry. 

Jed stood there as the last echoes of the 
shot reverberated and died away in the sur- 
rounding woods. He listened carefully for any 
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sounds . . . say for someone Seth might have 
in the house. But no one came. 

Then, very carefully, and watching that 
nothing was left behind — say a handkerchief 
or anything that would float, he began moving 
back downcreek. He chuckled as he went, 
knowing that he was safe. They might even 
suspect him. But all he had to do was deny 
he'd ever left his house. There wasn't a shred 
of evidence to convict him. 

As he approached his own house, he took 
a screw driver from his pocket, detached the 
barrel from the gunstock and shoved the steel 
part of the gun down into the mud. Then he 
laid a rock on top of it. It was gone forever, 
to rust away and vanish. Then he went on 
toward the spot where he'd entered the creek, 
resumed his shoes and walked back to his 
house. The hard ground hadn't retained any 
footprints — and if it had it wouldn't matter. 
He could claim he'd made them yesterday, 
walking around his own property. 

A cup of coffee seemed indicated and he 
rebuilt the fire in the stove. Then, over the 
steaming beverage, he remembered he had to 
dispose of the gunstock. He was just raising 
the stove lid to toss it in when a car drove into 
the front yard. 

With a thrill of horror he saw that Sheriff 
Blake was driving it. And Blake had a deputy 
with him. 

An instant later Blake knocked at the door. 

Jed composed himself before he opened it. 
He knew he was safe. Whatever the reason 
for the Sheriff's visit it couldn't have any con- 
nection with Seth. Why, Seth wouldn't be 
visited and discovered dead for days yet. 

Blake came in anxiously. "You've got to 
get out of here, Jed, quick," he said. "The 
dam's busted and we're warning every farmer 
in the valley to reach high ground. It won't 
last long, but it's best to take precautions." 

Jed's heart slowed to a normal, unhurried 
beat. As he nodded and went for his coat, the 
Sheriff said: 

"By the way, Jed, you hear any gunshots 
this morning — say about an hour, ago?" 

"No," Jed said. "Haven't been out of the 
house yet, even for choring. Got a cold start- 
ing. Why?" 

"Well, we just rode in to warn Seth Haw- 
kins about the flood and found him shot dead." 
The Sheriff paused, looking at him keenly. 



"While I'm here, Jed, I'd like to have a look 
at your gun cabinet — just to be sure." 

"Why sure, Sheriff," Jed said. "I've only got 
one gun. You can satisfy yourself." He opened 
his gun cabinet a"nd took out the single gun 
it held. Blake sniffed at the barrel. He looked 
at the cartridge chamber. Blake shook his 
head. 

"This gun hasn't been fired for days," he 
said. "Guess you're in the clear, Jed." He 
moved toward the door, then stopped, going 
for a pail of water that stood next the indoor 
pump. "We'd better douse your fire before we 
leave." 

"Wait . . ." Jed began. Too late. The Sheriff 
had lifted the lid, Jed knew the gunstock was 
hickory, tough wood. It hadn't had a chance 
to burn yet. He knew it lay outlined against 
the glowing coals. The Sheriff sluiced the fire 
out, reached in and picked out the gunstock. 

"Thought you said you had only one gun, 
Jed," Blake said. "This stock wouldn't fit the 
one you have." He threw him a glance. "You 
sure you've been in the house all morning?" 

"Certain," Jed said, trembling. "Why, I've 
been doing nothin' but listen to the radio 
all morning. Sheriff, ever since I got up 
around eight o'clock." He> pointed to his old 
set that stood on a shelf. 

"You did, eh?" the Sheriff asked. "You're 
lying, Jed." 

"I'm not lying. I had that radio on all 
morning up until just now!" 

V OU DIDN'T, Jed." Blake said softly. 
M. He motioned his deputy to draw his 
gun and cover Jed. "And if you were lyin' 
about that — and considering this gunstock — 
you might very well be guilty of Seth Haw- 
kins' murder." 

"Why?" Jed asked, pale. 

"Because the flood ripped the main power 
line down this morning at six o'clock— and it 
isn't re-connected yet." Blake said- "Don't 
sec how you were listening to the radio when 
there wasn't power to run it by. I notice it 
isn't a battery set. Jed. Unless, of courae, you 
weren't here — like you weren't." 

Jed walked out the door silently. He wasn't 
even thinking of the flood. They didn't drown 
men for murder in this state. . . . They hung 
them! 

THE END 
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MARVEL JR. CRASHES HTAO- 

J.OMS into rri 



rr WAS AN INVISIBLE 
COMET i COVERED 
WITH SOME KIND OF 
CHEUUCAL. CRUST THAT 
REFRACTED LIGHT WAVES! 
IF rr HAD STRUCK 
EARTH, (T WOULD HAVE 
caUSE D A FRIGHTFUL 
COLLI SKJM ! 
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